and emotions. At Tiryns the day before I was introduced 8*3
to the Cyclopean world. We entered the ruins of the once
impregnable citadel through a womb-like aperture made,
if not by supermen, certainly by giants. The walls of the
womb were as smooth as alabaster 5 they had been pol-
ished by thick coats of fleece, for here during the long
period of night which settled over this region the shep-
herds brought their flocks for shelter. Tiryns is prehistoric
in character. Little remains of this once formidable pio-
neer settlement save a few colossal ramparts. Why it
should be so I don't know, but to me it seems to antedate,
at least in spirit, the cave shelters of the Dordogne region.
One feels that the terrain has undergone profound altera-
tions. Supposedly Tiryns \?as settled by an off-shoot from
Crete during the Minoan period; if so, the spirit under-
went profound transformations, like the land itself.
Tiryns is no more like Knossus, for example, than New
York is like Rome or Paris. Tiryns represents a relapse,
just as America represents Europe in its most degenerate
asp'ects. Crete of the Minoan epochs stands for a culture
based upon peace: Tiryns smells of cruelty, barbarism,
suspicion, isolation. It is like an H. G. Wells setting for
a prehistoric drama, for a thousand years' war between
one-eyed giants and blunder-footed dinosaurs.
Mycenae, which follows Tiryns in point of time, is-
quite another scene. The stillness of it to-day resembles
the exhaustion of a cruel and intelligent monster which
has been bled to death. Mycenae, and again I give only
my impressions and intuitions, seems to have experienced
a vast cyde of development, and degeneration. It seems
to stand outside time, in any historical sense. In some
mysterious fashion the same Aegean race which brought
the seeds of culture from Crete to Tiryns here evolved
to a godlike "grandeur, threw out a quick spawn of heroes, •
Titans, demi-gods, and then, as if exhausted and dazzled

